"MARSE HENRY"

and longings, and laughter, and tears, have passed
over their graves, what boots it to them, now, that
they failed to get all they wanted? There is indeed
snug lying in the churchyard; but the flowers
smell as sweet and the birds sing as merry, and the
stars look down as loving upon the God-hallowed
mounds of the lowly and the poor, as upon the
man-bedecked monuments of the Kings of men.
All of us, the least with the greatest, let us hope and
believe shall attain immortal life at last. What
was there for Webster, what was there for Clay to
quibble about? I read with a kind of wonder, and
a sickening sense of the littleness of great things,
those passages in the story of their lives where it
is told how they stormed and swore, when tidings
reached them that they had been balked of their
desires.

Yet they might have been so happy; so happy
in their daily toil, with its lofty aims and fair sur-
roundings ; so happy in the sense of duty done; so
happy, above all, in their own Heaven-sent genius,
with its noble opportunities and splendid achieve-
ments. They should have emulated the satisfac-
tion told of Franklin Pierce. It is related that an
enemy was inveighing against him, when an alleged
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